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Full  fathom  five  thy  father  lies: 
Of  his  bones  are  coral  made; 

Those  are  pearls  that  were  his  eyes; 
Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange. 

Sea-nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 
Ding-dong! 

Hark!  now  I  hear  them.  Ding-dong,  bell! 

William  Shakespeare,  "The  Tempest," 
Act  I,  Scene  2 
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Ant 

Powerful 

Small  darkness 

Strong  will  to  live 

Determined . 

Cora-Lee  Neerman 


Laugljiqg  Ii?  Your  Sleep 

I  pull  the  covers 
up,  around 
your  ears 
kissing 

that  special  odor 
my  hand 
wondering 
at  the  delicacy 
of  your  shoulder 
you  don't  break 

I  lean  toward  you 

startled 

by  your  laughter 

Laughter  in  your  sleep 

the  sound 

filtered  through 

dreams 

Not  your  childish  laugh 

This  noise  is  softer, 

throaty; 

a  woman's  laugh 

I  am  charmed  by 

you  again,  and  again 

confronted  with 

the  loss 

of  you  .  .  . 

and  your  seductive  laugh 

I  am  an  eavesdropper 
on  time 
watching  you 
window  shopping 
for  your 
future  .  .  . 
in  dreams 

Anne  L.  Hallett 
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ffye  fruits  of  Tcrrorisip 

"News  has  just  arrived  that  a  bomb,  planted  by  the  Irish 
Republican  Army,  has  killed  five  and  wounded  many  other 
Christmas  shoppers  in  the  center  of  Belfast."  A  day  seldom 
passed  without  a  newsflash  describing  another  act  of  violence 
in  the  never-ending  warfare  between  Protestants  and 
Catholics  in  Northern  Ireland.  Activities  like  riding  to 
school,  shopping,  or  going  to  the  movies  were  life-threatening 
risks.  I  never  knew  whether  I  would  be  blown  up  by  a  bomb, 
hit  by  a  stray  bullet  or  brick,  or  find  a  gunman  waiting  to 
shoot  me  when  I  walked  out  my  front  door.  For  these 
reasons  I  hated  living  in  Northern  Ireland. 

Once,  in  a  Belfast  department  store,  I  was  looking  for  an 
anniversary  gift  for  my  parents  when  a  voice  came  over  the 
loud  speaker  telling  everyone  to  evacuate  the  store  as  a  bomb 
was  due  to  explode  in. ten  minutes  time.  I  was  paralyzed  as 
panic  set  in  and  stood  there  listening  to  mothers  screaming 
for  their  stray  children.  I  cannot  recollect  today  how  I 
became  a  member  of  the  hysterical  mob  pushing  and  shoving 
to  get  out  the  narrow  front  doors.  The  noise  of  sirens,  fire 
alarms,  and  cries  of  fear  were  deafening,  and  I  was  so  relieved 
to  get  out  of  the  store  alive  that  I  did  not  stop  running  until 
I  was  safely  aboard  a  bus  and  on  my  way  home.  I  realized 
from  then  on  the  potential  danger  each  time  I  entered  a 
store;  I  knew,  sooner  or  later,  the  same  terrifying  experience 
was  bound  to  occur  again. 

Bus  rides  were  also  potentially  life-threatening  situations. 
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I  had  to  use  public  transportation  to  get  to  and  from  school. 
One  afternoon  I  was  on  my  way  home  in  a  crowded  bus 
when  a  conversation  with  a  friend  abruptly  ended  as,  from 
behind,  a  shower  of  glass  covered  us.  Experience  told  me 
that  bullets  or  rocks  were  being  fired  at  the  bus  windows,  so 
I  quickly  got  down  on  the  floor  and  covered  my  head  as  the 
bus  driver  picked  up  speed  to  get  away  from  the  rioting  mob 
of  people  outside.  Someone  was  screaming  behind  me,  and 
when  I  got  up  off  the  floor  and  turned  around,  I  saw  a 
woman  holding  her  blood-stained  sweater  around  a  little 
girl's  head;  a  jagged  rock  had  smashed  through  the  window 
and  struck  the  girl's  head.  I  attributed  my  nausea  at  the  time 
to  the  sight  of  blood,  but  later,  I  realized  the  sickness  was  the 
result  of  fear  and  the  shocking  thought  that  I  came  close  to 
having  my  own  head  split  open  by  a  rock. 

Finally,  it  came  to  the  point  that  I  did  not  feel  safe  even 
in  my  own  home.  I  will  never  forget  the  night  my  parents 
picked  me  up  at  the  hospital  after  I  had  a  tonsillectomy;  I 
could  not  understand  why  my  parents  were  so  quiet  or  why 
my  father  was  as  pale  as  a  ghost.  When  we  got  home,  my 
mother  told  me  that  gunmen  had  attempted  to  drag  my 
father  out  of  his  company's  mini-bus  and  shoot  him  when  he 
had  stopped  in  a  Catholic  neighborhood  to  let  off  one  of  the 
Catholic  women  he  had  been  driving  to  and  from  work  for 
many  years.  It  seems  that  someone  did  not  like  the  idea  of  a 
Protestant  man  chauffeuring  Catholics.  God  only  knows  how 


my  father  managed  to  hang  onto  the  steering  wheel  and 
escape  in  a  hail  of  bullets.  For  several  weeks  aftewards, 
detectives  were  at  our  house  explaining  how  we  should 
answer  the  door  and  check  the  car  for  bombs  because 
whoever  tried  to  kill  my  father  would  probably  try  again. 
Even  though  we  moved,  I  never  opened  the  door  without 
asking  who  was  there  or  walked  out  my  front  door  without 
looking  for  suspicious  people  in  parked  cars. 

Today,  writing  about  these  experiences  sends  a  shiver 
down  my  spine,  yet  each  time  I  remember  these  things,  I 
appreciate  more  and  more  the  feeling  of  security  and  safety  I 
now  have  living  in  America.  I  do  not  know  how  I  could  face 
living,  or  should  say  existing,  in  Northern  Ireland  under  the 
black  cloud  of  fear  through  which  rays  of  assurance  never 
seem  to  penetrate. 

Celia  Bailey 
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Bcdriddei) 

If  I  had  only 
One  square  of  nature 
Windowpaned  in  size, 
My  sole  sight  of  earth 
Would  be  a  wonder 
Grazed  by  greedy  eyes. 

I'd  use  the  time  now 
Spent  on  vast  horizons, 
Frought  with  jaded  sight, 
To  catch  one  glimpse  of 
Summer  leaves  -  afrost 
With  Summer  sunlight. 


In  the  Spring,  each  twig, 
Well-budded,  would  yield 
Exquisite  expectation, 
And  Autumn  days,  long 
Awaited,  would  gown  the 
Leaves  in  haute  couture  fashion 

Spattered  drops  of  rain, 
Iridescent  jewels, 
Upon  the  leaves,  aglow 
And  moonbeams'  light,  bends 
Thru  Winter's  white,  to 
Kiss  the  flakes  of  snow. 

The  bough  of  oak,  thru 
Telescope,  would  open 
Visas  yet  unseen. 
And  I,  abed,  could 
Evermore,  wander 
In  the  land  of  dreams. 


To  capture  butterflies 
In  flight,  with  clouds  and 
Stars,  set  in  a  frame. 
All  this  I  see  as 
Seasons  pass  and  branches 
Brush  my  window  pane. 


Joan  Hampton 
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Wfyere  Were  You  Wljcq  TIjc  Batbroonj 
Lights  Weijt  Out? 

Mother  Nature  calls,  so  hi-ho,  hi-ho, 

off  to  the  bathroom  I  go. 

Flick Huh?  What's  this,  no  light? 

Try  the  other  switch  (no,  dummy  -  that's  the  fan). 
Well,  I  guess  I  won't  need  the  light 

once  I've  found  the  toilet  .  .  . 
I'll  sit  so  I  won't  need  to  aim  .  .  . 

Now  that  the  bladder's  relieved,  I'll  fix  the  light. 

How  does  this  cover  come  off? 

Just  a  second  -  I'll  turn  on  the  li- — (idiot!). 

Wow.  Look  at  all  the  dead  bugs  in  this  thing. 

Spiders,  grasshoppers  (?),  ants,  moths  -  the  "who's  who"  of  the 

insects  and  arachnids.  A  regular  convention. 
How'd  they  get  in  here?  Must've  been  in  the  summer. 

I  can't  quite  read  the  warning  label  on  the  base  plate  .  .  . 
let  me  turn  on  the  -  errrr  -  get  the  flashlight. 

Now  where  can  I  swipe  a  60-watt  bulb? 

Not  from  my  room,  forget  that. 

Don't  want  to  agitate  a  roommate,  either  .  .  . 

From  the  living  room? 

Yeaaaa,  nobody  uses  this  lamp  anyway. 

Gavin  Hymes 
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f  he  f  iijal  Chapter 

And  now  my  friend 

We  walk  along  this  shore 

one  final  time 

Not  looking  back 

to  see  our  footprints 

being  washed  away  with  the 

ever  changing  tide 

One  final  time  to  see  the  sunset  glowing, 

One  final  time  to  hear 

the  waves  exploding  upon  the  rocky  shoreline 

One  final  time  to  hear  the  gulls  cry, 

One  final  time  to  feel  the 

waves  caress  our  feet 

If  I  was  to  write  the  chapters 

of  this  book  again 

If  I  was  to  walk  this  beach 

but  one  more  time, 

I  could  gratefully  say 

That  the  sand  would  be  no  softer 

Nor  the  sunset  any  more  beautiful, 

Then  the  first  time  you 

pointed  them  out  to  me  .  .  . 

Lisa  A.  Zinsius  Oldham 
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future 

Once,  in  a  land  of  asphalt  and  steel,  and  of  men  and 
their  hatred  and  fear,  there  lived  a  simple  young  boy.  He 
was,  by  any  measure,  an  innocent,  untouched  and  as  yet 
unharmed  by  societal  conventions.  His  eyes  were  clear  neon 
blue  and  his  hair  flaxen  cornsilk.  His  skin  was  pink,  oxygen- 
rich,  and  radiant.  Though  clearly  too  young  to  have 
experienced  much  of  the  world  beyond  his  mother's  apron- 
strings,  there  was  in  his  manner,  the  way  he  cocked  his 
head,  the  way  he  held  himself,  a  wisdom.  It  was  as  if  just 
looking  at  you  he  could  guess  your  every  thought  and  then 
express  things  to  you  you  dared  not  even  admit  to  yourself. 
He  knew  you,  and  frustratingly  enough,  he  could  never  be 
known.  There  was  no  reason  to  fear  this,  though,  because 
you  would  have  no  desire  to  know  him.  Knowing  him  might 
mean  ending  up  loving  him,  and  love  quickly  becomes 
futility  with  one  so  young  and  distant.  He  was  meant  to  be 
free;  your  only  desire  would  be  to  hold  him  briefly  and  hear 
his  gentle  cooing,  let  it  warm  your  blood  a  bit  and  purify 
you,  and  then  let  him  go  and  watch  him  take  flight  on  soft 
white  wings  before  alighting  on  a  bust  of  Pallas  and  gazing 
with  gentle  mockery  in  your  direction:  "Your  every  fear  lies 
in  this."  This  thought,  the  vision,  would  come  of  itself,  and 
there  was  infinite  comfort  in  it.  As  if  he  knew  your  thought, 
he  would  fix  his  unblinking  eyes  on  yours,  and  you  would 
involuntarily  smile  and  blush  ashamedly.  But  he  understood, 
and  he  would  lower  his  eyes,  laugh  gently  and  return  his 
gaze  to  you,  and  then  you  would  see  his  tears.  You  would 
think  his  mind  carried  everything  an  ancient  knows,  and 
more;  and  soon  you  would  know  —  yes,  you  would  be  sure 
of  it  —  he  was  love  incarnate.  The  world  would  be  his 
someday.  But  when  you  approached  him,  caressed  his  face, 
and  tried  to  bathe  in  those  cool  blue  pools,  and  you  held 
him  and  gave  in  and  whispered  "I  love  you,"  he  would  pull 
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away,  head  down.  He  would  back  off  and  sigh  heavily,  a  sigh 
that  was  musical,  like  a  rushing  wind  blowing  through  dry 
reeds,  but  a  sigh  that  chilled  your  heart.  He  would  raise  his 
head  again,  slowly,  perhaps  preparing  words  of  comfort,  but 
when  you  finally  saw  his  tear-streaked  face  lacking 
expression,  and  he  opened  his  mouth  to  utter  those 
comforting  words,  you  would  see  for  the  first  time  that  he 
was  without  a  voice.  The  future. 

Scott  Lahteine 
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Tljc  Perfect  fiagc 

Once,  I  built  the  perfect  rage 

It  stood  tall  and  righteous  in  stark  light 

Barking  at  the  moon,  speaking  to  the  day. 

Anger,  spoke  eloquently  to  the  dirt;  stay 
Resonate!  historically  correct,  ready  to  bite. 
Once  I  built  the  perfect  rage. 

It  could  recite  such  wrongs.  Make  them  pay! 
Demand  restitution,  we  victims  have  rights. 
Bark  at  the  moon,  speak  to  the  day. 

In  the  finest  hall,  it  took  a  breath.  Rays 
of  light  struck  it  and  it  lived  and  had  sight! 
Once  I  built  the  perfect  rage. 

Apart  from  me,  fury  had  its  way. 
Anatomically  sound,  it  turned  and  took  my  life. 
Diseased  and  contagious,  it  wanders  the  earth. 
Once  I  built  the  perfect  rage 
It  barks  at  the  moon  and  speaks  to  the  day. 

Anne  L.  Hallett 
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Oijce  Upoi?  <A  finje 

"Once  upon  a  time"  is  a  funny  thing  to  say, 
But  our  story  can  only  be  told  in  a  funny 
sort  of  way. 

So  once  upon  a  time  there  was  this  tiny 

planet,  "Earth." 
The  residents  called  themselves  "humans," 
And  each  was  created  by  "birth." 

Each  human  was  born  "equally," 
One  just  like  the  other. 
Each  human  was  born  rightly 
Free  to  help  one  another. 

It  was  obvious  humans  needed  each  other;  no  one 

wanted  to  be  alone. 
So  they  lived  in  related  "families" 
In  a  place  they  called  a  "home." 

The  families  formed  larger  groups, 
For  them  a  grand  creation. 

These  groups  were  composed  with  "intelligence," 
so  they  called  it  "civilization." 


Civilization  created  growing  "cities" 
With  many  humans  in  one  place. 
It  destroyed  the  natural  earthlings. 
Who  used  to  live  in  that  space. 
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Civilization  created  unusual  values  - 
To  "win."  to  "accomplish,"  to  "succeed." 
But  the  funniest  thing  civilization  created  was 
A  value  they  called  to  "lead." 

Those  who  led  were  called  "leaders." 
They  came  in  "emperors,"  "presidents," 

and  "kings." 
They  were  less  interested  in  humans  than 

they  were  in  other  things. 

Leaders  wanted  "power,"  "prestige,"  "gold." 
Their  desire  never  did  cease. 
The  first  goal  for  civilization  was  for  its 
"size"  to  increase. 

For  size,  leaders  struck  out  at  each  other 
With  a  strategy  they  called  to  "fight." 
They  used  guns,  armies,  and  lives, 
They  used  will,  power,  and  "might." 

In  the  process,  man  lost  his  "equality" 
And  his  "individual  mind." 
In  the  end  man  lost  his  tiny  planet  to 
Forces  not  so  "kind." 

"Happily  ever  after"  would  be  a  funny 
Thing  to  say. 

If  our  story  only  ended  in  a  funny  sort 
of  way. 


Diane  Marie  Rocheteau 
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A  Lessor}  for  Lovers 

Reach  out  to  me, 

and  tell  me  that  you  care. 
Listen  to  what  I  say, 

and  be  sensitive  to  what  I  leave  unsaid. 
Let  me  know  you  take  pride  in  my  accomplishments, 

and  do  not  judge  my  feelings  as  meaningless. 
Compliment  me  in  private, 

but  let  others  be  aware  of  your  pride  in  me. 
Hold  me  close  or  touch  me  as  you  pass  by, 

and  kiss  me  when  you  leave  or  return. 
Forgive  me, 

for  I  am  only  human  and  make  mistakes. 
It  enables  me  to  go  on 

when  I  feel  your  reassurance. 
Trust  me, 

for  without  trust  there  can  be  no  love. 
Accept  my  imperfections, 

for  we  all  are  imperfect. 
Treat  me  with  thoughtful  consideration, 

and  don't  take  me  for  granted. 
Share  your  dreams  and  joyous  thoughts  with  me, 

but  turn  to  me  when  you  need  comfort  also. 
Create  for  me, 

what  I  am  trying  to  create  for  you. 
Then  we  will  grow  together  in  our  love. 

]ean  McKee 
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Leslie  is  a  ©aijcer 

Leslie  is  a  mother 
Four  children  clutch  her  skirt 
Their  smiles  are  gold  in  her  pocket 
She  gathers  their  tears  in  her  arms 

But  on  Tuesday  she  is  a  dancer 
She  steps  into  her  other  world 
And  celebrates  the  woman  that  she  is 
She  welcomes  the  reprieve 

She  raises  her  head  to  a  graceful  silhouette 
From  the  disappointments  of  her  Mondays  gone 
Her  eyes  staring  on  nothing  but  the  music 
Traveling  into  a  world  of  light  perfection 

Her  arms  reach  toward  the  stars 
The  weight  of  an  infant  not  to  hold  them  down 
So  strong  to  carry  the  worries  of  her  babes 
And  yet  the  grace  of  a  streamer  in  the  breeze 

She  spins  in  pirouette 

Escaping  from  her  toils  left  behind 

New  energy  spilling  forth 

Ever  moving  to  a  freer  time 

She  leaps  as  if  to  fly 

Rejoicing  in  the  gifts  that  life  has  given 

Not  heavy  with  the  tears  of  dreams  gone  past 

Her  body  sings  a  joyous  song 

And  when  the  dance  is  over 

She  is  grateful  for  the  new  breath  that  she  takes 

And  can  take  pleasure  in  the  laughter 

Of  her  children  in  their  dance 

Jan  Martin 
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I'm  Up! 

I  felt  very  small  and  stupid  out  there  in  the  middle  of  the 
lake.  The  ski  vest  kept  my  head  and  shoulders  out  of  the 
chilly  water,  but  it  did  little  to  help  me  control  my 
enormous,  unruly  skiis,  which  had  minds  of  their  own.  The 
glaring  sun  reflected  off  every  ripple  and  a  June  breeze  chilled 
my  wet  face.  I  wasn't  wearing  my  glasses,  so  the  strangeness 
of  it  all  was  even  worse.  Did  I  really  want  to  learn  to  ski? 

After  each  failed  attempt,  Pop  would  bring  the  boat 
around  behind  me,  offer  encouragement,  then  complete  the 
loop  to  bring  the  rope  within  my  reach.  Even  the  rope  was 
uncooperative,  eluding  me. 

Small  gasoline  slicks  drifted  by,  turning  odd  colors  in  the 
sunlight.  My  numerous  wipeouts  had  sent  water  gushing  up 
my  nose  and  mouth,  giving  me  an  aftertaste  of  gasoline,  fish 
and  mud. 

I  kept  trying,  needing  to  prove  something.  I  gripped  the 
rubber-coated  handle  and  watched  the  rope's  lazy  curves 
vanish  as  it  was  drawn  taut  by  the  intimidating  power  of  the 
motorboat.  When  my  skiis  agreed  to  point  in  the  same 
direction,  I  glanced  at  the  boat  and  yelled  a  grim,  "Okay". 

Pop  gave  the  engine  full  throttle  and  it  roared  like  a 
chainsaw,  causing  the  boat's  bow  to  rise  as  the  stern  dipped 
with  the  thrust  of  the  propeller.  I  braced  against  the  sudden 
tug  and  heard  the  rope  go  'tik-tik-tik'  under  the  stress.  I 
concentrated  on  keeping  the  skiis  in  front  of  me  as  the 
tremendous  resistance  of  the  water  tried  putting  them  behind 
me.  My  back,  shoulders  and  thighs  strained  as  I  felt  the  wind 
hitting  more  and  more  of  my  body.  The  rapid  acceleration 
continued  to  pull  me  farther  out  of  the  water  and  force  my 
skiis  to  plane.  My  knees  wobbled  crazily  and  I  fought  to 
maintain  my  balance.  The  suspense  I'd  felt  was  replaced  by  a 
sudden  burst  of  nervous  excitement.  "I'M  UP!  I'M  SKIING!"  I 
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cheered  to  myself.  The  frothy,  turbulent  water  of  the  wake 
slipped  by  in  a  blur  below  me,  and  I  realized  my  legs  were 
too  far  apart  and  I  shouldn't  be  bending  forward,  but  it  was 
enough  just  to  be  up  -  perfection  would  have  to  wait. 

The  wind  hitting  my  wet  skin  gave  me  goosebumps,  but  I 
grinned  like  the  proverbial  cat  who  ate  the  canary.  Looking 
at  the  boat,  I  thought  I  could  see  my  grandmother  in  the 
back  seat,  clapping.  Obscure  muscles  began  to  protest  this 
new  activity.  I  replied,  "Get  used  to  it". 

As  I  improved,  I  discovered  the  thrills  of  crossing  the 
wake,  swinging  wide  around  the  turns,  jumping  the  wake, 
etc.  On  sunny  mornings  I'd  look  at  the  calm  lake  and  beg 
one  of  my  grandparents  to  take  me  skiing  on  that  glassy 
water.    Oh!  -  How  great  it  felt  to  skim  smoothly  and 
effortlessly  across  that  clear  surface  and  catch  glimpses  of  the 
weedy  bottom  and  darting  fish  in  shallow  places!    Even  the 
wipeouts  became  fun.  I  learned  to  hit  the  water  on  my  back 
so  that  I'd  skip  across  rather  than  crash  into  the  water. 

The  following  year  I  learned  to  slalom  (ski  on  one  ski) 
and  to  make  the  sharp  turns  that  force  you  to  lean  so  far  to 
the  side  that  your  elbow  nearly  hits  the  water.  When  you 
'cut'  like  this,  your  ski  sends  a  glistening  sheet  of  water 
arching  through  the  air  and  hissing  as  it  falls.  The  ski's 
rudder  churns  the  water  until  it  gurgles  like  a  flushing  toilet, 
and  you  are  shot  back  towards  the  wake  like  a  rocket.  You 
feel  like  you  could  fly,  and  when  you  hit  the  wake, 
sometimes  you  do. 

Do  you  get  the  feeling  that  I  like  water  skiing? 

YER  DARN  TOOTIN',  I  DO! 

Gavin  ].  Hymes 


25 


Illustration 

Ink 

Lisa  Cabral 


26 


Let  Wo  Mai?  IVanje  Me 

I  have  always  had  a  strange  sense  of  being  the  product  of 
someone  else's  imagination  -  of  being  not  quite  real.  I  was  to 
each  adult,  the  child  they  expected  me  to  be.  Chameleon- 
like, I  colored  only  the  part  of  me  they  wished  to  see.  Even 
my  names  did  not  belong  to  me. 

Ashdown,  Centervall,  Consodine,  Swanson,  Hampton  - 
a  long  chain  of  names.  Generations  of  names!  From  my  great 
grandfather  Ashdown  to  my  second  husband,  men  have 
named  me,  claimed  me  and  tried  to  reduce  me  from  being  a 
separate  entity  into  being  an  extension  of  themselves. 

I  was  christened  'Joan  Adelaide  Ashdown  Centervall'. 
Ashdown  was  thrown  in  so  that  I  could  inherit  two  great, 
ugly  gilt  pictures  of  dead  Ashdowns.  They  still  hang  on  the 
living  room  wall  of  my  mother's  house.  I  hope  they  hang 
there  forever! 

Centervall  was  the  surname  of  my  alcoholic  father.  From 
the  depths  of  a  whiskey  bottle,  the  genie  whispered  .  .  . 
"Joannie,  I  love  you."  But  I  lost  my  belief  in  genies  when  I 
lost  Santa  and  the  Tooth  Fairies.  Love  is  more  than  just 
whispered  words  and  sentimental  cards  on  your  birthday. 
Love  is  sacrifice.  Dad's  sacrifice  was  himself  —  to  the  oblivion 
of  alcohol. 

The  name  Consodine  was  given  to  me  by  my  'Eat  All 
Your  Peas,  Joan'  stepfather.  How  jealous  he  was  of  my 
mother's  attention  to  anybody  or  anything  except  himself. 
Kept  on  the  fringe  of  their  marriage,  my  sister  and  I 
developed  an  alternate  world  all  our  own.  Finally  I  retreated 
from  even  her.  I  was  a  skinny,  sickly  child  whose  only  friend 
was  a  teddy  bear  named  'Spring'.  Only  rarely  did  reality 
enter  our  world. 

Nothing  in  all  my  nineteen  years  had  prepared  me  for 
marriage,  or  a  man  who  wished  to  dominate  me.  It  seemed 
like,  that  in  giving  his  name,  'Swanson',  my  husband  expected 
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me  to  be  a  carbon-copy  of  himself.  I  was  not  allowed  to  be 
friends  with  Jews,  Blacks,  Catholics,  or  the  Irish.  "God, 
Sigurd,  what's  left?"  I  asked. 

"Swedish  Christian  Scientists  -  of  course!" 

The  day  I  rebelled  was  the  day  his  sister  died  of  a  tumor 
that  she  had  tried  to  pray  away.  After  three  years  of 
conformity  followed  by  three  years  of  rebellion,  I  left  him, 
only  bringing  with  me  a  suitcase,  a  little  girl,  and  a  baby 
boy. 

I  soon  concluded  that  there  is  something  innately  wrong 
with  a  society  that  charges  as  much  for  its  day-care  as  a 
woman  can  earn  in  a  week.  Reality  has  an  edge  like  a  finely- 
honed  hunting  knife. 

With  wounds  unhealed,  I  added  yet  another  name, 
'Hampton,'  and  another  husband.    Along  with  the  husband 
came  three  children  from  his  previous  marriage.  Two  years 
later,  the  twins  made  nine. 

I  don't  think  Art  has  ever  forgiven  me  for  not  being  the 
wife  he  expected.  Once  he  said  "You'll  never  fit  into  the 
mold  of  the  perfect  wife,  because  you  keep  leaking  out  all 
around  the  edges."  Perfect  wives  shop,  iron,  nurse,  wash, 
clean,  and  comfort.  Perfect  wives  never  rebel!  I  have  always 
found  it  easier  to  be  with  children,  perhaps  because  part  of 
me  never  left  the  land  of  'faerie'.  I  never  told  my  children 
that  they  couldn't  do  anything  or  be  anything  that  they 
wanted  to  be.  The  children  and  I  hike  through  brambles  to 
find  'Witches'  Breath  Pond'  hidden  deep  in  the  forest,  while 
dinner  lies  forgotten  in  the  'Fridge.  Sometimes  the  pudding 
burns,  even  while  I  stand  stirring  .  .  .  my  mind  immersed  in 
Tolkien  tales. 

He  gave  me  his  name  and  colored  me  .  .  .  wife.  But 
somewhere  deep  inside  is  the  product  of  my  imagination.  I 
color  her  .  .  .  Just  Joan. 

Joan  Hampton 
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Morning  rises 

mellow  note, 

colors  on  the  hillside  spill, 

autumn's  frosted 

evening  passes, 

sleepy  sighs  escaping  still. 

Rocking  in  my 

rosebud  housecoat, 

eyelids  warm  by  windowsill, 

maple  scented 

auburn  tresses, 

humming  songs  of  loving  still. 


Mary  Ellen  deMello 
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A  Sopqct  f  o  My  Wife 

When  in  my  own  thought  I  reflection  find  - 
That  you  grow  enamoured  on  my  mind 
Life  doth  bring  a  sense  of  ease  entire 
And  within  my  heart  great  things  inspire; 
Hope  of  encroaching  day  makes  burdens  light, 
And  out  of  all  chaos  all  spheres  become  bright. 
Tis  hard  to  discern  one  thought  or  two  - 
For  strangely  enough  all  center  around  you,  - 
So  now  I  remain  inarticulate,  alone 
Hoping  always  to  call  such  thoughts  my  own. 
Thoughts  like  these  make  me  insouciant 
Wishing  for  panaceas  to  offer  but  can't, 
And  now,  my  great  ease  -  my  comfort  this  - 
That  you  from  my  thought  I  cannot  dismiss. 

Eugene  Commander 
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Beadfconfbers 

The  lingering  taste  of  wine;  sweet  warmth 

as  we  face  the  shore  breeze. 

Two  strands  of  beach  grass 

swaying  in  the  moonlight. 

Together  we  move,  traveling  the  contours 

of  the  cold,  damp  shore. 

Then,  pausing,  we  bend 

to  comb  the  sand. 

Our  feelings  lay  before  us,  unclear 

like  the  beach  treasures  we  collected. 

And  though  we  tried  to  see  them 

in  the  darkness, 

We  would  never  be  sure  of  what  was  saved 

until  the  dawn. 

Alison  Smith 
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Eavesdropping 

The  heavy  woman  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  pushed  her 
dishevelled  hair  from  her  worn  face  and  took  a  long,  deep 
drag  from  her  cigarette.  She  stared  for  a  moment  at  the 
young  girl  sitting  across  from  her  in  the  clinic  waiting  room. 
The  girl  sat  cross-legged,  bouncing  her  high-heeled  foot.  She 
wore  a  tight-fitting,  black  and  white  striped  miniskirt  with 
sheer  black  stockings  decorated  with  rhinestones.  Her 
oversized  pink  sweatshirt  with  ragged  edged  sleeves  slipped 
off  one  pale  white  shoulder,  and  vivid  purple  flames  on  the 
front  of  the  shirt  formed  the  letters  "HOT  STUFF."  She 
threw  back  her  head,  tossing  her  stringy  red  hair  behind  her 
bare  shoulder.  Her  piercing  green  eyes  were  heavily  outlined 
with  black  pencil.  Catching  her  glance,  the  heavy  woman 
asked,  "Did  ya  hear  about  them  spaceships  they  seen  the 
other  day?" 

"Huh?  Spaceships?" 

"Oh,  whatta  they  call  'em  now  .  .  .  UFO's,  that's  it.  Did 
ya  hear  about  'em?" 

"Uh,  not  really.  What  about  'em?" 

"Well,  they  been  spottin'  'em  all  around  Foxboro.  My 
daughter  here  seen  one  right  behind  our  house." 

"Really?"  asked  the  girl.  "What'd  it  look  like?" 

The  woman  nudged  her  daughter  who  sat  next  to  her 
wearing  an  irritated  expression  on  her  face  that  looked  too 
old  for  its  years.  "Tell  'em  about  it,"  urged  the  mother. 

The  girl  threw  her  mother  a  dirty  look  an  said  "Yeah.  I 
seen  it  all  right.  It  was  practically  in  my  back  yard." 

"No  kiddin'.  Well  what'd  it  look  like?" 
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"Well,  it  was  kinda  big  and  round  and  had  a  big  red 
light  flashing  on  the  top.  There  were  these  chains  hanging 
from  the  bottom  of  it,  and  it  looked  like  they  kept  gettin' 
caught  in  the  trees." 

"Did  anyone  else  see  it?" 

"Oh  sure,  my  neighbor  was  there.  She  seen  it  too.  Ya 
know  lots  of  people  have  seen  'em  lately." 

"That's  right,"  said  the  mother.  "Ya  know  they  think 
they  took  that  little  girl." 

"What  little  girl?" 

"Ya  know  that  one  that  disappeared  about  three  weeks 
ago." 

"Really,  why  do  they  think  the  UFO's  took  her?" 

"Well,  ya  see  they  sent  these  dogs  after  her,  ya  know 
bloodhounds?  And  they  chased  the  scent  right  into  the 
woods,  and  then  they  just  lost  it.  And  that's  right  where 
they  seen  them  UFO's.  You  scared  of  them  things?" 

"Who  me?  I  dunno.  Never  really  thought  about  it  much." 

"Well  they  scare  me  alright.  You  can't  tell  me  there  ain't 
someone  out  there,  and  they're  comin'  too.  Too  many  weird 
things  been  happenin'  around  here.  By  the  way,  what're  ya 
here  for?" 

"Who,  me?  I  kinda  got  this  little  problem  wit'  my  temper. 
Like  I  kinda  go  a  little  crazy  when  I  get  mad.  What  about 
you?" 

"Oh  I  dunno.  They  say  I'm  paranoid  or  somethin',  but  ya 
can't  believe  anything  they  say." 

Donna  Page 


38 


Illustration 

Ink 

Buu  Phu 


39 


October 

With  deep,  hurried  breaths 

of  astonishing  hues 

the  grasping  eyes 

store  memories 

warm  and  subtle 

for  winter  warming 

of  the  autumnal  heart. 

Mary  Ellen  deMello 
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Serenity  soothes 
responsibilities'  aches 
like  a  gentle  touch. 

Donna  Page 
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Tear-stained  eyes  stare  back 
into  mine,  into  my  heart 
but  it's  stopped  bleeding. 

Kelly  Yoo 
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Meij  ©ilcnjnja 

calling,  falling, 
mauling,  stalling 
so  he'll  stay 
just  the  night 

meeting,  fleeting, 
flannel  sheeting 
and  warm,  brown 
thighs 

wrapped  around 
my  sighs,  my  highs, 
my  shys 
and  then  he's 
gone 

to  work 
the  jerk;  1 
go  beserk 
until  he  calls 
me 

once  again. 

I  try,  I  cry, 

ask  why  this  men 

dilemma? 

Kathy  Eldredge 
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©eatlf  of  n?y  first  love  at  thirty 


I  read  your  obituary  notice, 
more  surprised  that  you 
had  aged 
than  died. 

And  then  I  damned  you 

For  no  longer  being 
a  viable  string 
I  could  tug  on, 
when  I  needed  escape. 

And  then  I  damned  you 

For  falling  victim 

to  a  madman 

with  a  stethescope 

who  called 

you  dead, 

and  you  believed  him! 

And  then  I  damned  you 

For  thinking  you 
were  a  daystar 
who  could  deal 
dollars  and  drugs 
and  not 
death. 

And  then  I  damned  you 
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For  everytime  I 
pulled  you  out 
of  the  box 
and  read  what's 
left  of 
you. 

And  I  can't  stop  damning  you, 
Long  enough  to  mourn  you. 


Anne  L.  Hallett 
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fife  Clanjbake 

It  was  late  one  humid  summer  afternoon  as  I  drove  my 
car  down  the  long  and  twisting  road,  which  leads  to  Cotuit's 
entrance  on  Route  28.  The  party  had  already  begun,  but 
that's  the  way  I  like  it. 

As  I  drove  towards  the  spot,  I  could  already  see  people 
mingling  in  the  street.  A  crowd  of  young  ladies  were  the  first 
to  greet  me  as  I  made  my  way  over  the  crushed-stone  lot,  in 
search  of  a  parking  spot.  After  parking  my  car  I  made  the 
usual  pre-party  preparations:  hair  okay,  face  cleaned,  teeth 
brushed?  Somewhat  satisfied,  I  got  out  of  my  car,  locked  it 
and  turned  to  walk  towards  the  site. 

The  path,  which  I  seemed  to  find  with  no  trouble,  led 
directly  west  and  the  setting  sun  stared  me  right  in  the  face 
as  I  walked.  The  sound  of  music  was  all  around  me  now  as  I 
emerged  from  the  path  and  saw  the  crowd.  The  site  seemed 
perfect.  An  expansive  shell  parking  lot  protected  from  the 
ocean  by  a  band  of  scrub  pines  and  a  small  stockade  fence. 
To  my  right,  four  rows  of  long  pine  tables  with  benches 
placed  neatly  underneath  each.  Beyond  the  tables,  a  game  of 
horseshoes  was  being  played  by  two  spry  looking  gentlemen, 
both  with  mugs  of  beer  in  hand. 

I  spotted  an  open  seat  at  one  of  the  tables  and  sat  down. 
The  woman  sitting  across  from  me  had  on  a  brightly  colored 
beach  dress  and  her  golden-blond  hair  was  rolled  tightly  up 
in  a  bun.  She  offered  me  a  glass  of  beer  and  motioned  for  me 
to  look  over  my  shoulder  at  what  was  coming.  Three  sun 
soaked  men  approached,  with  food  trays  held  high  overhead. 
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The  air  was  heavy  with  the  smell  of  smoke  and  salt,  and 
occasionally,  when  the  wind  was  right,  the  bake's  banquet  of 
aromas  could  be  smelled.  Oohs  and  aahs  filled  my  ears  as  the 
first  tray  was  placed  in  front  of  us  a  tray,  overflowing  with 
freshly  steamed  clams.  The  sweet  smell  of  the  sea  and  of  the 
smoky  fire  overwhelmed  me,  as  my  mouth  began  to  water. 
We  hungrily  dug  in. 

Each  clam  on  my  plate  found  its  way,  first  into  a  glass  of 
boiling  broth  and  second,  into  a  glass  of  drawn  salted  butter. 
The  aroma,  as  I  raised  each  into  my  mouth,  stimulated  me  to 
devour  my  huge  helping.  After  finishing  all  the  clams 
brought  to  us,  the  second  and  final  trays  were  placed  on  the 
tables.  To  me,  these  trays  were  what  a  clambake  was  made 
of. 

Each  tray  was  flowing  over  with  fresh  hot  corn, 
homemade  brownbread,  and  steamed  lobster.  The  colors: 
umber,  yellow,  and  crimson  never  looked  so  appetizing.  I 
helped  myself  to  one  of  each  and  began  to  eat.  At  this  point 
the  tables  were  alive  with  noises  of  people  eating.  Corn 
kernals  bursting  with  every  bite,  lobster  shells  cracking  and 
sighs  of  delight.  A  frantic  feeding  frenzy  best  describes  the 
mood,  as  young  and  old  partook  in  this  ancient  Cape  Cod 
tradition. 

A  short  walk  to  the  beach  and  a  refreshing  moonlight 
swim  in  the  cool  saltwater  was  a  fitting  ending  for  what  was 
to  become  my  most  memorable  Cape  Cod  clambake. 

William  Rapp 
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